get on any stage. Once, just once in this dreadful life, to
write a play: completely without any consideration of
success-hunting producers, hit-worshiping critics, and
audiences magnetically drawn by popularity. A play
meant to please no one but me, and even me only because
it is intended to soothe agony, trying to turn back a flood
into a river-bed once normal, but now eroded, abandoned,
and perhaps spoiled forever. With the help of this work
I might be able for a few months to tie down my at present
so recalcitrant mind. On no other sort of writing could
I possibly concentrate.

That very night the idea grew into an obsession. Write,
write. A fantastic drama, its leading character the figure
of a woman, into which I can put without any inhibition,
as if in an unbridled eulogy, what I now feel for the dead
Wanda, Forgetting that buildings tower around me, in-
habited by basically sentimental people, many of whom,
however, untruthfully boast that they despise sentiment,
and call any emotion emotionalism. There is to be another
character in this "play" (the quotation marks are mine),
a man of only secondary importance, but able to speak a
few bitter confessions about myself.

Writing in bed, I made notes in pencil on a little scratch
pad. This feverish racking of my brain went on for hours.
I knew I was trying to fulfill in an instant the whim of an
injured nervous system. I knew I should never actually
write the play. I knew that its first, last, and only perform-
ance would take place that night, in pencil on paper.

Nevertheless I punished myself in devising characters
and situations. The pad was quite covered with nervously
scribbled notes when I began to realize that nothing would
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